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SYNOPSIS,

Challin Wirandall js found murdered In
York, Mrs. Wran-
I is summoned from t{.o city and lden-

bogf A young woman who ao-

mn‘:ﬂd ma-ﬁ m‘tho inn and sub-

ain aunpoctad

New York

an auto during 4 blinding snow storm,

J the way sho meets & young woman in

a rond who proves to be the woman

killed Wrandall, Feeling that the

®irl had done her a service in ridding her

of the man who though she loved him

#'Plr had caused her ?a-t HOITOW.

e, Wrandall determines to shield Jer

takox her to her own home, ™.

ndall heara the story of Hetly Cas-

tietan's lfe, ox that portion that re-

to Wrandall, This and the story of

bida the girl ever to

u home, friendship

I on actount of the

k Wrandall and Hetty re-

yoar th Burste. Lestle Wrandan brother
YOar urogpe. randall, brof

Challls, becomes greatly interssted In

gu . Barn sees In Lealle's infatuation
Ity for rovenge on the Wrandalls

tion for the wron sha wsuf.

fored at the hands of Challls Wrandall by

his murd into the family
m eonan‘:w -mﬁ ®erian

his friend Bran-

don Hooth, an artist, visits Sars at ber
eeulg-: place. lrnt}e confensas to Sara
that he is madly in love with Hetty. Sara
with Iiooth to paint a ploture of

has u heunting feeling that
H bef Looking

%umh artist he finds ope of
: apeakn ;: Iu;‘:::out “i Htt:r
must n ure o y
‘Engiish mm.‘wngum%m
L+] c I‘ﬂﬂ
o Is refusad by Hetty. Booth and
atty confems thelr love for emch other,
but the Iatter declares that she can never
Nﬂr thers s an Insurmountable bar-
rier In t Hotly admits to Bara
that she loves th, gul declares that
otty must marry Laslle, who must
made to pay his brother's debt to the
girl. Hetty agaln attempts to tall the
real story of the tragedy and HSarn threat-
to wtrangle her If she says a word,
. Insults Hetty hmumnx that all
timo she has bel Hetty to have
‘nned In her rolations with Challis Wran-
', Later she realizes that Hetty Is In-
ocent. Leslla agaln proposea to Hetty
1 Is rejected. alty preparos to lsave
ra, declaring that after what has hap-
ned she can remaln no longer, Hetty
for Hurope. At sea she receivos o
from R:o!h that he has started
on n tar steamer and will be walting
for her on the other side. Booth mests
bher and accompanies her to London,

CHAPTER XIV.—Continued.

When the night boat from Dover to
Calals slipped away from her moor-
Ings that evening, Hetty Castleton and
bor mald were on board, with all thelr
bags and trunks, and Brandon Booth
‘was supposed to be completely at sea

in the heart of that glittering London-
town.

The night was fog-laden and drip-
ping, and the crossing promised to be
unpleasant. Wrapped In a thick eea-
ulster Hatty sat huddled up in the lea
of the deckhouse, sick at heart and
miserable. She reproached herseif for
the scuryy trick she was playing on
fiim, reviled hersell and yot pitied her
melf.

A tall man came shambling down
the narrow space along the rall and
stopped directly In front of her. She
started In alarm as he reached out his
hand to support himself agalnst the
deckhouse. As he leaned forward, he
Jaughed.

“You were thinking of me, Hetty."
wald the man.

For a long time she stared at him,
transfixed, and then, with a low moan,
covered her eyes with her hands,

“le it true—is it & dream?
nobbed.

He dropped down beside her and
_gatherad her in his strong, eager arms.
g “You were thinking of me, weren't
‘you?! And reproaching yourself, and
h*4ing yourself for running away like

T 1 thought so. Wall, you might

v a8 well try to dodge the smart-

detective In the world as to glve

: the slip now, darling.”

‘You—you spled on me?" she cried,

muffied tonea. Bhe lay very limp In

5 armas.

“I did,” he confessed, without shame.
Gad, when I think of what | might
w dolng at this moment If 1 hadn't
‘ound you out in time! Think of me
ack there In London, racing about
ike a madman, searching for you in
wery—"

“Pleanss, pleage!" she lmplored.

' “But luck was with me. You cdn't
#et away, Hetty, 1 shan't let you out
Of my wsight again. I'll camp in front

L) Bhe ofters Het
and sscur!

she

jand oh, 1 shall

always Qelieve In
fairies.” :

A long time afterward the throbbing
censed, bell-buoys whistied and clanged
about them; the sea suddenly grew
calm and lifeless; they slid over it as
If It were a quavering sheet of ice;
and lghts sneaked out of the fog and
approached with stealthy swiftness.
Bells rang below and above them,
sallors sprang up from everywhere and
calls were heard below; the rattling of
chalns and the thumplng of heavy Ing-
gage took the place of that steady,
monotonous beat of the engines. Peo-
ple began to infest the deck, llmp and
groaning, harassed but volceleas, A
mighty sigh seemed to envelop the
whole ehip—a sigh of relief.

Then It was that these (wo arose
stifly from their sheltered bench and
Eave heed to the things that were
about them.

The channel was behind them.

CHAPTER XY,

Rattling Old Bones.

They journeyed to Paris by the night
mall. He was waiting for her on the
platform when she descended from
the wagon lit in the Gare du Nord.
Sleepy pussengers crowded with them
into the customs department. She,
alone among them all, was smiling
brightly, as If the world could be sweet

be | at an hour when, by all odds, it should

be slesplest.

“l waa up and on the lookout for you
at Amlens,” he declared, as they
walked off together. “You might have
s:it off thare, you know,” with & wry
grin.

“1 shall not run away from you
agaln, Brandon,” she sald earnestly,
“l promise, on my honor."”

“By Jove,” he cried, “that's a re
lief!”™ Then he broke Into a happy
laugh.

“l shall go to the Ritz,” she sald,
after her effects bad been examined
and were ready for releass,

“l1 thought #0," he anpounced calm-
Iy. "I wired for roowms before 1 left
London.”

"Really, this is ridie—"

“Don’t frown like that, Hetty,"
pleaded,

As they raltled and bounced over
the cobble-stones in a taxi-moter on
the way to the Place Vendome, he do-
voled the whole of hls conversation to
the deliclous breakfast they were to
have, expatiating glibly on the won:
derful berries that would come first in
that alwaye-lo-be-remembered meal.
Bhe was ravenously hungry by the
time they reached the hotel, just from
listening to his dissertatlon on chops
and rolls and coffee as they are served
in Paris, to say nothing of wafMes and
honey and the marmalade that no Eng-
lshman can do without,

Alone in his room, however, he was
quite another person, His calm assur-
ance took flight the Instant be closed
the door and moodily began to prepare
for his bath. Resolution was undi
minished, but the facts in the case
were most desolating. Whatever it
wasa that stood between them, there
was no gainsaying Iits power to Infiu.
once their lives. It was no trifle that
caused her to take this second flight,
and the sooner he came to realize the
seriousness of opposition the better,

He made up his mind on one point
in that half-hour before breakfast; If
shoe asked him agaln to let her go her
way In peace, it was only falr to her
and right that he should submit to the
inevitable. BShe loved him, he was
sure of it. Then there must be a very
good reason for her perplexing attitude
toward him, He would make one more
attempt to bhave the truth from her.
Falling In that, he would accept the
gituation as hopeless, for the time be
ing at least, She should know that he
loved her deeply enough for that.

Bhe jJoined him In the little open-alr
cafe, and they sat down at a table in a
remote corner. There were few peo-
ple breakfasting, In her tender blue
oyes there was a look of sadness that
haunted him, even as she smiled and
called him beloved.

“Hetty, darling,” he sald, leaning
forwurd and laying his hand on hers,
“ean't you tell me what it Is?

Bhe was prepared for the question.
In bar heart shé knew the time had
come when she must be fair with him.
He observed the pallor that stole into
her warm, smooth cheeks as she re
garded him fixedly for a long time be
fore replylng.

“There is only one person in the
world who can tell you, Brandon. 1t is
for her to decide, 1 mean Sara Wran-
dall.”

He felt a queer, sickening sensation
uneasiness sneak into existence. In

he

She was startled. Her lips remained
parted. :

He watched ber closely. “Has this
—this sacret anything to do with Chal-
lls Wrandall?”

“It has,” sald she, mesting his gaze
steadlly.

His hands clutched the edge of the
mhulﬂpmwmunmu

“Hetty!" he eried, (b & hoarse whis
per. “You—esu't mean that you-—"

“You must go to Sarn," she cried
hurriedly. “Haven't I told you that she
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oun tell you no more, Why do you
glare at me as If | were the meanest
thing on earth? Is this Jove? Is this
your idea of greatness? Isn't It enough
for you to know that Sara ls my loyal,
devoted friend; that sho—"

“Wait!” he commanded darkly. “Is
it possible that she did not discover
your secret until the day you left her
house so abruptly? Does that explaln
your eudden departure?”

“I ean answer that,” she sald qulet-
ly. "S8he has known everything from
the day 1 met her. T have not sald
anything, Brandon, to lead you to be-
lleve that I was In love with Challis
Wrandall, have 17

His ayes softened, “No, you haven't,
I-~I hope you will forget what 1 sald,
You see, 1 knew Wrandall's reputation.
He had no sense of honor, He—"

“Well, I have!"” she sald levelly.

He flushed. "I am a beast! I'll put
it In this way, then: Was he In love
with you?™

“You are still unfair.
swer,"”

He was sllent for o long time. “And
Sara's lips are sealed,” he mused, still
posseseed of doubts and fears,

“Untll she elects to tell the story,
denrest love, my lips are also sealed. |
love you better than anything else in
all this world, 1 could willingly offer
up my lfe for you, but—well, my life
does not belong to me. It ls Sara’s.”

“For heaven's sake, Hetty, what ls
all this?" ha cried in desperation,

“l can say no more. It is useless to
insist, Brandon. If you can wrest the
gtory from her, all well and good. You
will hate me then, dear love. But it
cannot be helped. I am prepared.”

“Twell me this much: When you re-
fused to marry Leslie, was your
course Inspired by what - had hap-
pened in—in connection with Challis
Wrandall *

“You forget that it Is you
love,” she responded simply.

“But why should Sara urge you o
marry Leslle If there is anything—"'

“Husb! There Is the walter, Come
to my sitting-room after breakfast. 1
have somethiug to say lo you. We
must come to a definite understanding.
This cannot go on."”

He was with her for an hour In that
pinched little sitting-room, and left her
there without a vestige of rancour in
his soul, She would not give an inch
in the stand she bad taken, but some-
thing Immeasurably great in his make-
up rose to the occasion and he went
forth with the convictlon that he had
no right to demand more of her than
she was ready to glve. He was satis-
fled to nbide by her decislon. The
gpell of her was over him more com-
plotaly than ever before.

Two days later he saw her off at the
Gare de Lyons, bound for Interiaken.
There was a complete understanding
between them, SBhe wanted to be quite
alone In the Alplne town; he was not
to follow her thore, She had reserved
rooms at the Schweitzerhof, and the
windows of her sitting-room lookad
stralght up the valley to the snow-cov-
ered crest of the Jungfrau, She re-
membered thess rooms; as a young girl
she had occupled them with her father
and mother. By some hook or crook,
Booth arranged by wire for her to have
them again, not an easy matter at that
season of the year, Later she was to
go to Lucerne, and then to Venice,

The slightest shred of hope was left
for Booth. KEven though he might ac-
complish the task he had set unto him.
self—the conquest of Sara in respect
to the untold story—he still had Het.
ty's dlamal prophecy that after he
learned the truth he would come to
gee why they could not be married.
But he would not despalr,

“We'll see,” waa all that be sald In
response to her forlorn cry that they
were parting for ever. There wasa a

I shall not an-

that 1

& reren | ".': Lol Ly

of Her Hand |
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grimness in the way he said It that
gave her something to cherish during
the months to come; the hope that he
would come back and take her in spite
of hersalf.

He salled from Cherbourg on the
first stenmship calllng there, Awake,
he thought of her; aslesp, he dreamed
of Challls Wrandall. Theros was some-
thing uneanny in the persistence with
which that ruthless despoller of peace
foreced his way into his dreams, to the
absolute exclusion of all else. The voy-
age home was made horrid by these
nightly reminders of a man he scarce-
ly knaw, yet dreaded. He became
more or less obsessed by the Idea that
an evll spell had descended upon him
in the shape of a ghostly influence,

The weeks passed slowly for Hetty,
There were no letters from Bara, but
an occaslonal line or so from Mr. Car
roll, 8he had made Brandon Booth
promise that he would not write to
her, nor was he to expect anything
from her. [If her intention was to cut
herself off entirely from her recent
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“Hettyl™ He Cried, in a Hoarse Whis-
per.

world and its people, ss she might
have done In another way by pursuing
the tlme-honored and rather cowardly
plan of entering a convent, she was
soon to dlecover that success in the
undertaking brought a deeper sense of
exlle than she could have Imagined
hersoll able to endure at the outset.
She found herself more utterly alone
and friendless than at any time in her
life. The chance companions she
formed at Interlaken—despite a well-
meant reserve—served only to In-
crease hor feeling of loneliness and de-
spalr. The very natural attentions of
men, young and old, depressed her, In-
gtead of encouraging that essentially
feminine thing called vanity. She
lived as one without an alm, without a
single purpose except to cloge one day
that she might begin the next

After a time, she went on to Lu-
cerne. Here the life on the surface
was gayer, and she was roused from
her state of lethargy In spite of her-
salf. Once, from her little balcony In
the National, she saw two of her old
acquaintances in the chorus at the
Galety. They were wearlng many
pearis. Anotber tims, she met them In
the street, She was rather gquletly
dreased. They did not notice her, But
the progperous Hebrale gentlemen who
attended them were not so careless.

Onoe day a card was brought to her
rooms. For the next two weeks she
had a true and unavoidable frisnd in
Laucerne. 1t would appear that Mrs.
Rowe-Martin had not beon apprised of
the rift in the Wrandall lute. She
had no reason to conslder the exclu-
slve Miss Castleton as anything but
the most desirable of companlons. Mrs,
Rowe-Martin was not long In finding
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BELIEVE PIECEWORK IS BEST

Employers of Labor Bring Strong Ar
guments to Bear in Favar of
That System,

The polnt is often made that the
trade union with its day-rate minl-
mum aseumes that all of its crafts.
men are eoqually efficient and that
they should be pald accordingly. Em-
ployers are not likely to admit this al-
legation, but sometimes they act as if
they also belleved in a dead level
among workmen.

The president of a large electrical
rallway systam is conglstently opposed
to plecowork or premium syetems, not

work system by making a careful study
of practices in other shops, and he
has determined that s large incresse
in the production of so
brought
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cern of an economical management
as related to shop accounts should not
be the wages of individuals but the
total cost of malntenance per car mile.
~—HElectrie Rallway Journal.

I

Tobacce Fools Bears.

As n safeguard against attacks from
angry bears, a veteran trapper recom-
mends tobacco in the pockets,

He ran ioto a blg einpamon, com-
Ing down the trall at full speed. The
bear struck him in the pit of the stom-
ach with his head, hurling him into
the underbrush and elnking his teeth
Into his thigh, The bear’s teoth were
setting deeper, and he had about given
up when the bear suddenly let go, sat
up on his haunches and began to
strangle, much like a dog with & bone
in his throat. He continued the per-
formance for a few seconds, then rose
to his feft and started up the moun-
inin as fest as he could travel

The trappor discovered a plug of
chewing tobacco in his pocket had
been ground to & pulp and wet with
the animal's saliva. The tobacco had
evidently made him so sick that he
was glad to let go. .

out (though how she did t, heaven
knows), that Lord Murgatroyd's grund-
nlece was no longer the Intimate of
that Impossible person, Sara Gooch,
She couldn’t think of Sarn Without
thinking of Gooch.

But at last Mrs, Rowe-Martin depart-
ed, much to Hetty's secret relief, but
not before she had ingfvased the girl's
burthens by fotroducing her Into a
cold-nosed cosmopolitan set from
which there were but three ways of es-
cape. Bhe refused to marry one of
them, denled another the privilege of
making love to her, and deeclined to
play auction bridge with all of them.
They were not long in dropping her, al-
though It must be sald there was real
regrot among the men.

From Mrs, Rowe-Martin and others
she beard that Mrs. Redmond Wran-
dall and Vivian were to be in Beotland
in October, for somebody-or-other's
chrigtening, and that Leslie had been
doing some really wonderful flylng at
Pau. .

“1 am so glad, my dear.,” sald Mrs.
Rowe-Martin, “that you refused to
marry Lealie. He s a cad. Besides,
you would have been In a perpetunl
state of nerves over his fiylng."”

Of Sara, there was no naws, as might
have been expected. Mrs, RoWe-Mar-
tin made it very clear that Sara was
a respectable person—bhut heavens!

The chill days of autumn ¢ame and
the crowd began to dwindle. Hetty
made preparations tv Joln in the ex-
odus. As the days grew short and
bleak, ehe found herself thinking more
and more of the happy-hearted, sym-
bolle dicky-bird on a faraway window
ledge. His life was neither a travesty
nor o tragedy; hers was both of these,

Something told her foo that Brandon
Booth had wormed the truth out of
Bara, and that she would pever see
him again, It hurt her to think that
whila Sara belleved in her, the man
who loved her did wot. It is a way
men have,

CHAPTER XV
Vivian Alrs Her Opinlons.

Chief among Booth's virtues was his
undeviating loyaity to a set purpose.
He went back to America with the
firm intention to clear up the mystery
surrounding Hetty Castleton, no mat-
ter how irksome the delay In achiey-
ing his aim or how vigorous the meth-
ods he would have to employ. Sara
Wrandall, to all purposes, held the
key; his object in life now was to in-
duce her to turn it in the lock and
throw open the door that he might
enter in and become a sharer in the
secrets beyond.

A certain amount of optimistic cour-
age attended him In hie campaign
against what had been described to
him as the Impossible. He could see
no clear reason why she should with-
hold the secret under the new condl-
tions, when so much In the shape of
happiness was at stake. It was In
this spirit of confidence that he pre-
pared to coufront her on his arrival in
New York, and It was the same un-
bounded faith in the belief that noth-
ing ovil could result from a perfeoctly
just and honorable motive that gave
him the needed courage,

He stayed over night In New York,
and the next morning saw him on his
way Lo Southlook, There was some-
thing truly Ingenuous in his desire to
get to the bottom of the matter with-
out fear or apprehension. At the very
worat, he malntalned, there could be
nothing more reprehensible than a
passing Infatuation, long since dis-
pelled, or perhaps a mildly sinlster
epleode In which virtue had been tri-
umphant and vice defeated with un-
pleasant results to at least one per-
son, and that person the husband of
Saran Wrandall.

Pat met him at the station and drove
him to the little cottage on the upper
road.

“Ye didn’t stay long,"” sald he reflect-
Ively, after he had put the bag up in
front. He took up the reina.

“Not very,” replied his master,

After a dozen rods or more, Pat
tried again,

“Just siventeen days, I make it.”

“Seems longer."

“Perhaps you'll be after going back
soon."”

“Why should you think that, Pat-
rick?

“"Because you don't seem to be takin'
much [nterest In your eurroundin's
here,” sald Pat loftily. He delivered
n smart smack on the crupper with
his stubby whip, and pursed his lips
for the companionship to be derived
from whistling,

*l suppose you know why [ went to
Europe,” sald Booth, laylug his band
affectionately on the man's arm.

“Sure 1 do," sald Pat, forgetting to
whistle. “And was it bad luck you
had, sor?

“A temporary case of It, I'm afrald.”

“Well," sald the Irishman, looking
up at his employer with the most pro-
found encouragement in his wink, “If
it's anny help to you, sor, I'll say that
I've never found bad luck to be any-
thing but timporary. And, balleve me,
I've had plinty of It. Mary was dom
near three years makin' up her mind
to say yls to me.”

“And sluce then you've had no bad
luck " sald Booth, with a amile.

“Plinty of it, begob, but I've had
aome one besides meself to blame for
it. There's a lot In that, Mr. Bran-
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“Haye you been quarreling?”

“I have not,” sald Pat wrathfully.
"But 1 won't say ar much for Mary.
The polnt av me argument is that I
hdve all the good luck in havin' mar
rled her, and she claims to have had
all the bad luck ln marryln” me. Still,
ns I sald before, "tis but timporary.
The good luck lasts and the bad don't.
She'll be after tellln' me so before
sundown. That's WNke all women.
You'll find It out for yourself wan o
thesa days, Mr. Brandon, and ye'll be
dom proud ye're a man and can enjoy
your good luck when yo get it The
bad luck's always fallin® behind ye,
and ye can always look forward to the
good luck, So don't be downhearted.
She'll take you, or me name's not
what It ought to be.”

Booth was inclined to accept this
unique discourse s a fair-wenther
sign.

“Take these bags upstaire, Pat,"
sald he on thelr arrival at the cottage,
“and then come down and drive me
over to Mrs. Wrandall's.”

“Will ya be after stayin' for lunch
with her, Mr, Brandon?” inquired Pat,
climbing over the wheel.

“] ean't answer that question now.”

“Hiven help both av us if Mary's
good luncheon goen to waste,” sald Pat
ominously, "“That's all I have to say.
She'M take it out av both av us.”

“Tell her I'l be here for lunch,”
sald Booth, with alacrity. From which
it may be percelved that master and
man were of one mind when It came
to consldering the Importance of Mary.

Pat studied his wateh for a moment
with a calculating eye.

“It's half-past eliven now, sor," he
announced. “D've think ye can make
ity

Booth reflected, "I think pot,” he
sald. “I'll have luncheon first.” Where
upon he leaped from the trap and went
in to tell Mary how happy he was to
:w where he could enjoy home cook-
ne. ’

At four he was delivered at Sara's
door by the astute Patrick, annonneced
by the sedate Watson and Interrogated
by the Intelligent Murray, who seemed
surprised to hear that he would not
have anything cool to drink. Sara
gent word that she would be down in
fifteen minutes, but, as & matter of
fact, appenred in less than three,

She came directly to the point.

“Well," she sald, with her mysteri-
ous smlle, "she sent you back to ms,
I see." He was still clasping her hand.

“Have you heard from her?" he
asked qulckly,

“No. But 1 knew just what would
happen. 1 told you it would prove
to be a wild-goose chase. Where Is
she?"

He gat down beside her on the cool,
white covered couch.

“In Switzerland. 1 put her on the
train the night before 1 sailed. Yes.
she dld send me back to you. Now
I'm here, | want the whole story, Sara,
What i it that stands between ug?

For an hour he pleaded with her,
all to no purpose. She steadfastly reo-
fused to divulge the secret. Not even
his blunt reference to Challls Wran-
dall’s connection with the affair found
a vulnerable spot In her armor.

“I shan't give 1t up, Sara,” he said,
at the end of his earnest harangue
aguinst the palpably unfalr stand both
she and Hetty were taking, “1 mean
to harses you, If you please, until I
get what I'm after. It fa of the most
vital importance to me. Quite as much
80, I am sure, as it appears (o bé to you.
It Hetty will say the word, I'll take
her gladly, just as she s, without
knowing what all this Is about. But,
you see, she won't consont. There
must be some way to override hegr.
You both admit there s no legal bar-
rier. You tell me today that there
e no losanity in her family, and a lot
of other thiogs that I've been able
to bring out by gquestionlng, so 1 am
more than ever certain that the ob-
slacle I8 not so serious as you would

Pat Met Him at the Station.

havo me belleve, Therefore, | mem
to pester you until you give In, my
dear Sara"

“Very wull” she sald resignedly.
“When may [ expect a renewal ot
the confiict?™

“Would tomorrow be convenient?®
he asked qualintly,

She returned his smile. “Come te
luncheon,"
“Hava | your permission to start

the portratt?”

“Yes, As soon as you lke*

He left her without feeling that he
bad gained an Inoch along the road to
success, That night, in the gloaming

By ALLIE CLAYTON.

The daughter of the hounehold, aged
elaven, looked up from her book as
the man caller came into the Hbrary.

“How do you do, Mr. Dearmore”
she sald, getting up politely. *“You
might aa well take n comfortable ehalr
because glster won't be down for ages.
She @ always slow about pgetting
dressed and | suppose now she'll be
slower than ever because she won't
care If she does keop you walting.”

“Well, why shouldn't she care, I'd
like to know 7" inquired the caller with
an assumption of surprise designed to
be comic.

The young person hitched a litjle
closer to him In her eagerness, 'l Just

found out!" ghe told him, “tomight. I~

guess they wersn't golng to tell me,
but sister was so Interested In brush-
Ing out her switeh that she didn't no-
tice me and mother sald: *"You might
hava done better If you'd-more ambi-
tion, but, thank heaven, you're engaged
at Inst!" And sister sald yes, it was
time and she'd have to make the best
of it. Why, she's engaged! Don't you
understand "

“You surprise me,” said the caller,
with Interest,

The young person nodded her head.
“It's awfully exciting to have an en’
gaged person in the family,. We never
had one before, I held my hand over
my mouth to keep from assking right
out who it was, but | knew If 1 spoke
they'd make mae go away—and then
all they sald was that where the
trooser was coming from if dad didn't
make & killing goodness only knew,
What'e a trooser?”

“A sort of feminine delirium, I be-
lleve,” the young man told her.
“Wouldn't you like to read out loud
to me from your book?"

“Not when I can talk,” the young
person assured him, promptly., “I'd
think it was Bob Samson, only he
hasn’t been here for ages, He's riding
around a ranch out West now and he
always brought me chocolates and
petited the dog and walted hours and
hours for sister. Mother told her one
day for goodness' suke when she got
her hands on that huge old Samson
houge to burn it down and put up an-
other one with a French gray drawing
room, and other things, but 1 guess
Bob slipped a cog somehow—"

“Br—what ?""

“Well, Aunt Clara sald to mother
that a cog In the wheels must have
slipped somehow and how did he ever
get away and wasn't it a pity! So |
suppose Bob did it. 1 always liked his
chocolates—he brought me just as
good ones as he brought slster. Some-
timea they try to pass off chenp candy
on me, but | know! Then | fead it to
the dog.

“I'm glad It wasn't that Siddens
man. He always called me ‘Jittle one’
and patted my head and he had bron-
chitis and nlways coughed before he
spoke, and sister sald she didn't care
if he was rich, but she couldn’t endure
a man who wore brown ties and ate
grapefrult with a fork and anyhow he
gave her the shivers. That was the
time mother ecolded so and sister
went to Aunt Clara's for & month.

“I'm surprised at her gelting en-
gaged, because she'll have to have o
house and meals then and she says
pleking out things to eat Is simply
awful and she wouldn't wear her life
away keeping down the grocery bills
for any man and he might as well
make up his mind to It. Anyhow, sis-
ter never loses her head, because
mother says so, and she'll make him
toe the mark. Mother says that with
her sweet smile sister could make a
man believe white was black, but that
seems foolish. Wouldn't you Kknow
black If you saw It?”

“1 used to think 1 was able to dis
tinguish colore,” admitted the caller.

“But you're different,” sald the
young pergon, ‘It isn't ns though you
were one of slster's trailers—that's
what dad calls 'em. It doesn't make
any difference to you, Only I thought
it 1 told vou about it you'd understand
why she didn't burry to get down
here, now she's interested In one par
ticular man."

“Well,” sald the caller, “I'll tell you
A secrel. I'm the particular man!"™

The young person's eyes bulged.
“Honest?" she squealed. “Why, 1 was
never ao sur-r-p-prised in my Lllife!
And you never petted the dog oncal
My, but you're quiet!"™

A Muscular Christian,

Archdencon Hudson Stuck, who
celimbed Mount McKinley, or, as ha
Insists It shonld be termed, the Me-
Kinley peak of Mount Denall, came
from England, and after a residence
In Texaa spent eight or nine years
in Alaska as archdeacon of the Yukon,
helping Bishop Rowe In his remark-
able misslonary labors. He has trav-
eled thousands of miles In Alaska on
foot or by dog-sled, usually with only
an Indian boy as a companion, thread-
ing dangerous passes In the depth of
the bitter winter of the Arctle clrele,
and at times while on his rounds
camping at night on fcy slopes with
the thermometer at 70 degrees below
gero. He has been not merely spirit-
ual counselor and teacher, but also
friend, helper and physiclan to white
miners and Indian hunters.—Woman's
Home Companion,

Something Accomplished.

“Then your
fizzle?"

“Not absolutely. 1 didn't get emh-f

materia]l for a two-hour lecture, It Ia
true, but | think | can break into
vaudeville with a 20-minute talk"

1
|

Proftt of Books.

The profit of books is according
the sensibllity of the reader, T
profoundest thought or passion sl
as in & mine, unless an equal
and heart finds and publishos
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